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who love her and those who do not Her energy is
overwhelming In this, husband and wife appeared
vastly different in the eyes of their guests at The Wharf
In the morning, the Prime Minister would walk
leisurely, or sit in his garden with the newspapers
In the afternoon, he would drive, perhaps to Blueberry,
which he loved, or to the magnificent church at Dor-
chester, every detail of which he knew and of the
history of which he would talk with pious regard
for the past After tea, he would play with his grand-
children, the children of his daughter, Lady Bonham
Garter They lived next door to The Wharf Asquith
loved children and understood them

Margot's Sundays were more strenuous She would
play golf or tennis all the morning After lunch found
the bridge-table set The less adept of the guests could
play where they wished, but for the devotees there
was set apart a room specially decorated and fur-
nished for bridge The door was shut silence fell
upon the house Tea time came, but bridge knows no
respite The dinner gong sounded the temporary
release of the prisoners, and lucky was he who was
privileged to sit by Margot His would be the unique
good fortune of eating a good meal in silence whilst
listening to the wittiest woman in London

Once, so it is said, Margot gave a party in London
a big party She received the guests with graciousness,
set them spmning into the rhythm of pleasure and then
retired to an upper room to play bridge

Next day, a well-meaning, but tactless woman
fluttered up to her in a restaurant and said "Oh,
Lady Asquith, I was at your party last night "
"Thank God I wasn't," answered Margot, and moved on

Mr Asquith's interest in the theatre never waned,
even with the pressure of affairs while he was Prime
Minister The most graceful mark of his friendship
and the most sincere proof of his interest, came during
the Coronation Year I have already written of the
performance we gave at No 10, Downing Street, before